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T B E 


WHAT #S FF? 


SCENE JI. 


A COUNTRY JUSTICE'S HALL. 


Sir Roger, Sir Anthony, and Fuſtice Statute, at a 
| Table with a Tankard before them. 


Sir Roger. Cons ABLE! 
Conſtable. Vour worſhip! 
Sir Roger. Bring the pris'ner in 
(Exit Conflable.) 
And we'll the matter hear. 
Sir Auth, — — Aye, let's begin. 


Re. enter Con/iable, with Filbert, Kitty, Dorcas, 
aud Grandmother. 


RECITATIVE 
Sir Roger, Here, Thomas Filbert, anſwer 


to your name. 


Dorcas has ſworn to you ſhe owes her ſhame ; 
Or 


1 


Or wed her wait, or elſe you're ſent afar, 
To ſerve his gracious majeſty 1 in war. 
Filbert. Tis falſe, tis falſe—I ſcorn thy 
odious touch. puſhing Dorcas from him. 
Dorcas. When their turn's ſerv'd, all men 
will do as much, 


6:1 
I. 


Baſe villain, to tempt one to ſorrow and fin, 
And bring a poor damſel to ſhame. 

Deny it, be ſure, though you know well enough, 
That by youll have loſt my good name. 


II. 
So eager you preſs'd me, and ſmil'd in my face, 
And told me you wiſt'd to be bleſt ; 
But can you a bleſſing expect from thoſe j oys 
That deprive me of peace, and of relt 5 


LORECITATIVYE 
Kitty. Oh, good yourmonhup, caſe a wretched 

mad : 

To the right father let the child be laid. 

Art thou not . perjur'd?—Mark his harm leſs 
look. 

How canſt thou, Dorcas, kiſs the Bible book ? 

Haſt thou no conſcience, doſt not fear old 
Nick ? 

Sure, ſure the ground will ope, and take thee 


* 
Fil. 
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Fil. Well, if I muſt, I muſt Il hate thee 
| wench. 
{'ll bear a muſket then, againſt the French. 
From door to door I'd ſooner whine and beg, 
Both arms ſhot off, and on a wooden leg, 
Than marry ſuch a trapes.—N o NO—— 


AIX. 
I. 


I'm not ſuch a ninny; don't make a nuſtake. 
You think to catch me in a ſnare 
But ſober, at noon, all my ſenſes awake, 
'I ſure take a little more care. 
So whimper, or ſnivel, I ſay't to your face, 
O'er Thomas and Dorcas no prieſt ſhall tay 
grace. 


II. 

Away to the wars then, a ſoldier, I'll go, 
And ſo put an end to this itrite ; 

I'll die by the hands of my country's foe, 
Before I'll take you for my wife. 

So {wear and be parjur'd, I ſay't to your fate, 
O'er Thomas and Dorcas no prieſt ſhall ſay 

grace. 


R. ET / © 


Filbert. But Kitty, why doſt cry *— 
Grandm. Stay, Juſtice, ſtay : 
Ah, little did I think to fee this day! 
Muſt grandſon Filbert to the wars be preſt ? 
Alack } I kne him when he ſuck'd the breaſt, 
Taught 
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Taught him his catechiſm, the Feſcue held, 
An Join'd his letters, when the bantling { pell d. 
His loving mother left him to my care, 
Fine child, as like his dad as he could {tare ! 
Come Candlemas, nine years, — 
Sir Roger. (after having drank} Woman, for- 
bear. 
Sir Aath. (driaking} The man's within the 
act. — 


Tuflice F. {drinking alſo} —The law is clear. 
KSECQCLI:AIT1.VNE. 


Kiity, _ to your Worſhips on my knees! 
ue, 
(A poſture never known but in the pew) 
It we can money for our taxcs find, 
Take that—but ah! our ſwecthearts leave be- 
hind. | 
Grandm. Well, patience, patience, Kate.— 
W ith rich or poor, 
Dooms-day and quarter-day are always ſure. 
Be peoples ations either hi gh, or low, 
To- day they're pleas'd, to-morrow troubles 
know. 


1 
J. 


This world's a ſad world, child, it muſt be 


confeſs'd, 
We all of diſtreſs have our ſhare; 


But ſince we mult ſtruggle to live with the reſt, 


By my troth 'tis no great matter where. 


We 
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We all muſt put up with what fortune has ſent, 
Be therefore one's lot poor or rich, 

So we've but a portion of eaſe and content, 
By my troth, tis no great matter which. 


II. 


A living's a living, and ſo there's an end! 
If one honeſtly gets juſt enough, 

And ſomething to ſpare for the wants of a friend, 
By my troth, tis no great matter how. 

In this world about nothing we buſied appear, 
And I've ſaid it again and again, 

Since quit it one muſt, if one's conſcience is clear, 
By my troth, tis no great matter when. 


Dorcas O Thomas, Thomas! hazard not 
thy lite ; 
By all that's good Ill make a loving wife: 
ll prove a true pains-taker, day and night; 
I'll ſpin, and card, and keep our children tight; 
I can knit ſtockings, you can thatch a barn, 
If you earn tenpence, I my groat can earn. 
Kitty. Hold, Thomas, hold, nor hear that 
ſhameleſs witch: 
[ can ſew plain-work, I can darn and ſtitch : 
Beyond the {eas together we will go, 
In camps together, as at harveſt, glow. 
This arm ſhall be a bolſter for thy head; 
I'll fetch clean ſtraw to make my ſoldier's bed. 
Pigs in hard rains I've watch'd, and fhall I do 
That for the pigs, I would not bear for you ? 


B Fil. 


— — — 
— — — 
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Fil. Oh Kitty, Kitty, can'ſt thou quit the rake, 

And leave theſe meadows for thy ſweetheart's 
ſake ? 

Can'ſt thou bear hunger, can'ſt thou march and 
toll 

A long, long way, a thouſand, thouſand mile ? 

And when thy Tom's blown up, or ſhot away, 

Then can'ſt thou ſtarve ? They'll cheat thee of 


my Pa- 
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Say, Kitty, wilt thou go with me ? 
Perils to face by land and ſea 
That tongue can never tell ye ? 
And wilt thou all thoſe dangers ſcorn, 
Whilſt in theſe arms 
I hold thy charms, 
Enraptur'd ev'ry op'ning morn, 
When the drum beats reveillez. 


8 


Yes, Thomas, yes—PFIE go with thee, 
In danger whatſoe'er it be 
Believe its truth I tell you; 
My conſtant mind ſhall danger ſcorn, 
Brave all alarms, 
So in my arms, 
I hold thee every op'ning morn, 
When the drum beats reveillez. 


BOTH 


TE 


B O T Bo 


To the world's end I'd go with thee, 
Where thou art, danger ne'er can be; 
My love no tongue can tell you ; 
And ſure ſuch love may peril ſcorn, 

Brave all alarms, | 
While in my arms, 
J hold thee ev'ry op'ning morn ; 
When the drum beats reveillez. 


RECITE ELTTE 


Sir Roger. (arinking.) Take out that wench. 


Sir Antho. drinks. But give her penance meet. 
Fuſt. S. (drinks alfo.) I'll fee her ſtand next 


Sunday in a ſheer. 
Dorcas. Oh! why does nature give us fo much 
| cauſe, 


To make kind-hearted laſſes break the laws? 
Why thou'd hard laws kind-hearted laſſes bind, 
When too ſoft nature draws us after kind ? 


(Exit Dorcas.) 


RECITATIVE. 


Conſta. (to Filbert} Come, pris'ner, come 
Kitty. Ah! take me, take me too. 
Grandm. Stay, forward wench. 
wou'd the creature do? 
This week thy mother means to waſh and brew. 


B 2 Kitty, 


What 
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Kitty. Brew then ſhe may herſelf, or waſh, 
or bake; 
I'd leave ten mothers for one ſweetheart's ſake. 
O rueful day ! 
Fil. Rueful indeed, I trow. 
Kitty. O woetul day 
Fil. A day indeed of woe. 
Kitty. When gentlefolks their ſweethearts 
| leave behind, 
They can write letters, and ſay ſomething kind; 
But how ſhall Filbert unto me indite, 
When neither I can read, nor he can write! 
Yet, Juſtices, permit us fore we part, 
To break this ſixpence, as you've broke my 
heart, 
Fil. (breaking the fixpence. 
As this divides, thus are we torn in twain. 


Kitty. (joins the pieces. 
And as this meets, thus may we meet again. 


{She is, by degrees, drawn azvay on one fide the Stage 
by the Grandmother, whilſt he is hawl'd off on the 


other fide by the Conſtable.) 


. 


Fil. Adieu, dear girl, ſince we muſt part, 
My deareſt Kitt, adieu. 
Kitty. Though far away, my conſtant heart 
To Thomas ſhall be true. 
Both. May every joy that is above, 
Be the reward of virtuous love. 


Rc 


R ECLYS 


Kitty. Yet one look more— 


Fil. One more e'er yet we part. 
Kitty. To part is death 

Fil. Tis death to part. 

Kitty. Ah !— 

Fil. Oh ! 


Sir Roger. {(drinking.)} 

See, Conſtable, that every one withdraw, 
Sir Antho. We've buſineſs 
Juſtice S. (drinking alſo.) 

To diſcuſs a point of law. 


Exit all but Sir Roger, Sir Anthony, and Juſtice 
Statute. 


They affect to fall into ſerious converſation, till the 
Court is clear d. 


Sir Roger. I ſay the preſs act plainly makes 
It Out. 


Sir Antho. Doubtleſs, Sir Roger 
Juſtice 5. Brother, without doubt. 


AIX. 


1 


. 
Fuſtice Statute. 


Shall a'ſquire, and knight of the quorum, 


When thts clodpole is brought up before him, 
Diſcharge him without 
Firſt compelling the lout- 

To marry this wench !—No, by Joram ! 
I've had my hey-day, 
And now other folks may. 

No, I'm not like the dog in the fable: 
But with hem, £F with hah ! 
which 1s very ſonnd law, 

Get na” > it as well as Pm able. 
When the Jooby appears, 
Sunk betwixt hopes and fears, 

Croſs queſtion, confound and perplex him ; 
Then ſay what he will, 

He his plea gaad, or ill, 
Oh, I'II warrant ] Fan manage to fix him. 


A Ghoſt Riſes. 


G50. m Jeffery aden my death 
ſhall rue; 
F ar L was prels'd by you, by you, by you. 
{Points to the Fuſtices. 


Another Ghoſt Riſes. 


24 Ghoſt. I'm Smut the Farrier—you my death 
I ſhall rue; 


For I was * 'd by you, by you, by you. 


Another 


(: WY 


Another Ghoſt Riſes: 
34 Ghoſt. I'm Beſs that hang'd myſelf for Smut 


{o true : hb 
So owe my death to you, to you, to you. 


Another Ghoſt Riſes. 


4th Ghoſt, I'm Saucy Nan, whom you whipt 
| black and blue ; 
So owe my death to you, to you, to you. 
All the Ghoſts ſhake their Heads. 
Sir Roger. Why do you ſhake your mealy 
heads at me? 
You cannot ſay I did it 


Both Fuſtices. No—nor we. 
i/t Ghoſt. All three. 5 
2d Ghoſt. All chree. 

3d Ghofl. All three. 

40% Ghoſt. All three. 


The Ghoſts dance round the Juſtices, wvho go off 
in a fright, and the Ghoſts vaniſh. 


SCENDS IL 


A VILLAGE, 


Filbert, Conſtable, and Two Countrymen. 
Fil. Let's drink before we part—for ſorrows 
dry. 
Gaod-luck to us all. 
(Takes out a bottle and drinks.) 


if 


- (ns 


1/t Countryman. I'Il drink too. 

2d Countryman. And I. 

% Countryman. Tom was a fpecial plowman. 
(ing.) 


2d Countryman. Harrow'd well! 5 

1/t Countryman, Ani) at our May-pole ever 
bore the bell! 

Fil. Tis hard, tis mortal hard! 

Conſia. Looks, here's a pother : 

Come, come ; I' Il tt ay no longer for my brother. 


Enter Doreas Haſiily.. 
Dorcas. Hold Conſtable, —hold, here is a diſ- 
charge; 
Releaſe poor Thomas—he muſt be at large. 
All. A diſcharge! a diſcharge ! a diſcharge ! 
Dorcas. O, Thomas Filbert, I've been much 
to blame; 
I forely wrong' d thee to my mortal fhjame. 
The Squire betray'd me; nay, and what 1s 
worſe, 6 
Brib'd me with two gold guineas in my purſe, 
To ſwear the child to Filbert 
1/t Countryman. What a Jew 
The baggage is !—do, Tom, forgive her, do. 
(To Filbert.) 
Dorcas. Forgive me, Filbert, or my heart 
will break; 
Fil. I do forgive thee for thy honor”s ſake. 
Come neighbours, come, 'tis time to ſeck poor 
Kitty, 


Not to relieve her anxious heart twas pity. 
(Exit Conſtable.) 
A I Re 


En 


A I R. Dorcas. 


Our great e Squire, with language high 
ing, 
Soflatter'd and preſs'd me, there was nodenying; 
No girl in the world was ſo handſome, he ſwore, 
And promis'd me ribbons and kerchiefs a ſcore; 
He employed ev'ry art, 
To inveigle my heart; 
And with a fine tale, 
Took care to prevail, 
While Prudence and Pride were at variance. 
Now, to my ſurprize, 
He's open'd my eyes, 
With ſorrow and fatal experience. 


But conſcience and power are no ways a kin; 
What were heinous in Filbert, with him is no 
ſin. 
The poor man's the weakeſt, and goes to the 
wall; 
But the culprit, if rich, is no culprit at-all : 
Tho' he ply ev” ry art 
To inveigle one's heart, 
And with a ſoft tale, 
Takes care to prevail, 
While Prudence and Pride are at variance. 
But, to my ſurprize, 
He's open'd my eyes, | 
With forrow and fatal experience. (Exeunt.) 


'C SCENE 
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SCENE III. 


Kitty aud Haymakers. 


| Kitty. Dear happy fields, farewell, ye flocks, 
1 | and you | 
l Sweet meadows, glittering with the pearly dew ; 
1 And thou, my rake, companion af my cares, 
Given by my mother iu my younger years: 

| On thee I've lean'd, forgetful of my work, 

1 


While Tom gaz'd on me, prop'd upon his fork: 
| Farewell, farewell ; for all thy taſk 1s o'er, 

ik Kitty ſhall want thy ſervice now no more. 

ll | (Flings away her rake.) 
Happy the maid, whoſe ſweetheart never heaps 
| The ſoldier's drum, or writ of juſtice fears. 

i Our bands thrice bid ! and for our „ef day 


lf ap kerchief bought! then preſs'd, then forc'd 
li C away ! 

hi | 

5 1 8 


i | Kitty. Still che lark finds repoſe in the full 

| waving corn; 

I Or the bee on- the role, tho* ſurrgunded with 

l thorn ; 

| Never robb'd of their eaſe, they are thoughtleſs 
and tree ; 

lit But no more gentle peace ſhall e'er harbour 

| with me. 

| Still in ſearch of delight, ev'ry pleaſure they 

ll prove, 

0 Ne er tormented by pride, or the pangs of 

ö 1 ſweet love. 

. (Enter 
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(Enter Filbert ;) at the fight of whom, Kitty 
ſhrieks, and falls into ie arms of Two of the 
Haymakers. | 


Is it his ghoſt or is it he indeed? 
Wert chou not ſent to war? Hah, doſt thou 
bleed? 
No——'tis my Filbert 
Filbert. Yes, tis he, *tis he. 
Dorcas confeſs'd, the Juſtice ſet me free. 
( Embraces her.) 
I'm thine again. 
Kitty. I'm thine. 
Filbert. Come, let's to church, to church, — 
Kitty. To wed, to wed. 
Filbert. And then to bed. 


Chorus of Haymakers. 
A wedding, a wedding, a wedding, a wedding. 
A Dance of Haymakers, then 


FINAL E. 


Siſan. The troubled mind ſhall reſt in hope, 
And all dull thoughts deſtroy; 
As all our boſoms now partake 
Of peace, and love, and joy. 
The troubled, &c. 
Kitty. Can I believe tis not a dream, 
To be thus amply bleſt ? 
Your image dear will ever live, (to Filbert.) 
Within my grateful breaſt. 
The troubled, &c. 
Filbert. 


if 20 


Hllbert. In you perfection ] behold, 
Oh!] Fortune, chqu art kind; 
The beauties of n my Kitty's face 

Are equall'd by her mind. 


The troubled, &c. 
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